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Againſt the furious . 
At Woodſtock builded ſueh a hos: 
The like was never ſeen. | 


HEN As 1 Henry rules this land, 
The ſecond of that name, 
Befide the queen he loved ear, 

A fait and comely dame. 
Moſt pee eſs was ber beauty found, 

Her favour and her face} 
A ſweeter creatur= in the world, 

Could never prince. embrace, 


Of ſtone and timber ſtrong, 

An hundred and fifty doors 
Did to this bower belong. 

And they fo cunningiy contriv d, 
With turnings round about, 

That none without a glue of thread 
Could enter in and out. 

Now for his love and lady's ſake, 
Who was both fair and bright, 

The keeping of this bower be gave 
Unto a valiant Knight. 

But fortune that Cech often frown 
Where it before did ſmile, 
The king's delight. the lady's jo) 

Full ſoon ſhe die beguile. 
For why, the king's ungracious fon. 
Whom he did hiah advance, 


Appear'd to each man's fight, 
Her comtly e) es like orient peati, 
Did caſt a heaven y tght, | 
The blood within her cry ſtal checks 
Did ſuch a colour drive, 
As tho' the lilly and the roſe 
For maſterſhip did Rrive. _ 
FairRoſamond, Fair Roſamonv, 
Her name waa call'd fo, 
To whom dame Eleanor our Queen, 
Vas known deadly for 


Nloſt curiouſly that Bower Was butk 


Againſt his father raiſcd wars 
Within the realms of F range. 
But yet before our gracious king. 
The Engliſh land forſook, 
Of re his lady fair, 
fareweil thus he took. 


My 112 my only Roſe, 


M ho pleatcth beſt mine eye; 
The faireſt flower in all the world. 
To feed my phencafy. 


| The flower of my affected heart, 


W hoſe ſweetneſs doth excel 


My royal roſe an hundred times, 


I bid you new farewell. 


For | muſt leave my ſaireft rofe, 


My ſweeteſt roſe a fpace, 
And croſs the ocean into France, 
Proud 1ebels to debat, | 


But ſtill my roſe, be ſure thou ſhalt 


My coming ſhortly ſee, 


And in my keart, when hence I am, 
I'M bear mv ref with me. 


© When Roſamond the lad) briakt, 


Did hear the king fay o, 

The ſorrows of her grieved heart 
Her eutward lo ks did thaw. 
And from he cicra! nd cry nal eyes, 

Ihe tears giſh'd out apace, 
Whichzike the fiiver pearly dew | 
Ran down her comely face. 
lier kpvhlike to the coral red, 
Did wax both wan and pale. 
And for the forrow ſhe cunceiv'd, 
Her vital fpirits fall. 
And tailing down into a ſwoon 
| Before king Henry's face, 
Full oft within his princely army 
Fer body did embrace, 
And twenty tines with watery eyes 
kle kiſs'd her tender cheeks, 
Until he had revin'd again, 
Her ſpirit mild and meek. 


Wh grieves my roſe? my ſweeteſt roſe, : 


The king did often ſay. 

Becauſe, quoth ſhe; to bloody wars 
My lorc muſt paſs away. 

But fince your grace in foreign ooaſts 
Amongſt your foes unkind, 

Muſt go to hazarà life and limb, 

Why muſt I ſtay behind, 


Nay, rathet let me, like a Pages 
Uhy ſword and target bear, 


T hat on my breaſt the blow may lig“! 


T hat ſhall oftenn my dear, 

O let me in your royei tent 
Prepare your bed at n. ght, 

And ith ſwret baths retreſlen 50u, 
As you return from fight. 


So I your preſence may enjc 7% 


No toil I will refuſe: 


But wanting you my life is deatlii, 


Which deth true love abuſe. 


Content thyſelf, my deareſt love, 
T hy reft at home ſball be, : 


In Engiand's ſwiet and pleaſing court, 
For rovb fat not tee. 


Fair le ies brook not þ cody wars, 


Swe peace their jleaſure breeds, 


Te nou i(ber of heart's content, 


W -ofe fancy firſt did feed. 


My rofe ſhuli ceft in Wooditock bowe:, 


Wich muſic's ſweet deliaht; 


While I among the prercing pikes 


Againſt my foes do fizht ; 


M* reſe in roves of pearl and gold, 


With diamonds fich and bright, 
Sbal dance the g lliaf deaf my love, 
Wh Iz I my-i0cs do ani . 
And yon, o'r Thoma, wham [ truft 
To be my love“ detenee, 
Be careful of ny gatamt roſe 
When] am parted aence. 
And herewith] he fetch'd a figh, 
As the' his bart would break ; 
And Rofamord, for very grief, 
Not one plain word cou d ſpeak. 
And at their parting wel they might 
In heart be grieve fore : | 
After that day Fa'r Roſamond 
The king did ſee no more. 
For when his grace palſed tne fras, 
And into France was gone, 
Queen Fleanar with envi-us heart 
To Wood. ock came anon. 
And foith ſhe calls the truſty Knight, 
Who kept this curious bower, 
And with a clew of twiited thread 
Came from this famow flower. 


And when that they had wounded hin., 


The queen this thread did get, 


And went where lad NO 
Was like an angel iet. 


But when the queen, with ſtedſaſt eyes, 
Beheld bis heavenly face, 

She was amazed in her mind 
At fuoh exceeding grace. 

Caf off, ſaiduſhe, theſe fine robes, 
That rich and coſtly be, 


And drink y ou up this deadly draugbt 
Which [| have brought to thee, 


But preßenitly upon ber knees | 


Fair Roſz mond did fall, 

And pardon of the queen ſhe crav'd 
For he: offences ad. 

Take piggy on my youthful years, 
Fair Roſamond did cry, 

And let ne not with poifon fron; 
Be forced for to die. 

I wil! renounce my finful life, 
And in ſoms cloifter bide, 


Ot elſe be baniſh'd if you pleaſe, 


To range the world ſo wide. 


And fur the fault which I have don 


Tho' I was foiced thereunto, 


Preſetve my life, and puniſh m e, 


As you think fit to do. 


And with theſe words her lilly 3 


She ef full often there, 


And down along her comely face, 


Proceeded many a tear. 
But nojhing could this furious queen 
Herewith appeaſed be, 
The cup of deadly peiſon ſtrong, 
Which ſhe held on her knee, 
2he gave this comely dame to drink, 
ho toak it from, her hand, 
And from ker vended knees aroſe, 
And on her feet did ſtand, 
When caſting up her eyes to heave, 
She did for mercy call, 
And drinking up the poiſon Rrong, 
She loſt her life withal. 
And when eath thro? every*imb 
Had don- it's greateſt fpite, 
Her chieicft foes could but confeſs, 
She was a glotieus Wight. 
Her body then they did entomb, 
When life was fed away, 
At Wood ſtock, near to Oxford WC. 
As m Le may, be ſe ſean this day. 


— — — eines 


Sold at No. 42, Long Lane. 


